








table. I was going to say, ‘My dears, happiness consists in being able to tell 
the truth without ever making anyone suffer.’ ” 

While this is being filmed, Brunello Rondi sits on a bench in the court- 
yard, working out Anouk’s lines for the following shot. 

Then, while Gianni finicks with the lights, Fellini sits at a typewriter, 
and does the same. For several minutes he does not move, his brows knitted 
and his gaze fixed on some point on the floor. Then suddenly he begins to 
type furiously with two fingers. The first assistant stands by to translate 
what he is writing into a French approximation. Afterward Anouk will 
dictate it, with corrections, to the script girl. 

“Now, they'll all go to bed,” she says, “And I will go to work. There’s 
so much to do—the wash has to be left to soak, breakfast has to be pre- 
pared for the morning, the dishes have to be done.” She fills a bucket with 
water, takes soap and a big brush, gets down on her knees, and begins to 
scrub the floor. “It took me a long time, but now I don’t annoy you any 
more, Guido, do I? It took me twenty years to learn this is how things 
should be—twenty years from the day we were married. Remember that 
day, Guido? Remember?” 


August 29 It is still not finished. In an aura of total dis- 
integration we shoot some details that will serve to link various phases 
of the action. 

Marcello, lying in his sheet, turns round at the first outcries of rebel- 
lion from his harem, and laughs uproariously at the women’s accusation: 
“Let’s make no bones about it: you don’t know how to make love. Caresses, 
sweet talk—and then you fall asleep.” 

“I do not sleep! I think!” 

More whip-cracking, with a huge shadow of Guido on the wall and 
complete disorder among the women. The retired veterans on the balcony 
come out on the stairway to join the uprising. Guido is beside himself. 
Only Luisa is calm: “Guido, hurry please—the soup’s getting cold.” She 
turns to Rossella, “A remarkable man!” Seeing the bafflement on her friend’s 
face, Luisa adds, with a look of tender indulgence: “No, really, that’s how 
he is. Afterward, things are much better.” 
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